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In The Beginning




CHAPTER 1

I inhaled and held it, passing the joint to my best friend, Keith.

“Watch her go, man,” he said, taking the blunt from me. “She’s as wild as she is hot. There’s no girl like her.”

He was right. We stood by the patio in the shade of a palm tree and watched a girl on the roof preparing to jump from the second story into the pool below. She laughed manically, watching the many faces that watched her.

“Ginger!” some friend of hers shouted. “Get down, you idiot!”

“Let her jump, man,” Keith muttered. “Them titties are gonna fall out. No way that tiny bikini top holds them in. No way. I know it.”

The girl turned a scathing look on him. Keith often gets scathing looks from women. His mouth usually moves faster than his brain, which explains why he’s so shy and needs weed to speak his mind. He’s always sure he’s about to say something he shouldn’t, and he’s usually right.

“She could get hurt,” the girl sneered. “She always does shit like this.”

I returned my attention to the girl on the roof. Her long red hair caught the noonday sun. Her body was like nothing I’d ever seen. I think she played some sport for our college, gymnastics maybe, or possibly diving. She acted like a full-scholarship baby; entitled and untouchable. At the moment she wore a Versace bikini which may have technically been illegal, given how little it covered. I felt confident it would be illegal in some States.

She walked to the roof’s edge and leaned over to look down. Her expression was fearless. Bold. Her breasts swayed and I gawked at her slow-motion tits. Keith was right. If she jumped, those babies would be set free. The ring of people around the pool started encouraging her, sloshing beer and yelling. Ginger peeked over the edge again. The jump was risky but not impossible. She placed her weight on her front leg and toned muscles clenched all the way up. Her ass was a hemisphere of glorious round firmness.

“You guys are gross,” Keith’s new friend said. “You should see your faces. She could get hurt but all you guys care about is how hot she looks.”

“What’s your point?” Keith asked.

I exhaled all that smoke.

“Ginger Monroe is the sexiest girl I’ve ever seen,” I said.

On the roof, Ginger swung her arms like a long jumper building momentum. The crowd cheered. Inspired by their vocal approval, Ginger untied her tiny bikini top and threw it off the roof. The crowd, including about half the females, went wild. Ginger’s tits were perfect globes topped with small pink nipples. She lifted her face to God or maybe the bright sun and then took two big steps and launched herself into open air, closing her eyes in a daredevil display of faith and bravado. The crowd gasped. She hit the water seconds later, feet first, barely making a splash. The crowd erupted wildly. Ginger surfaced and swam to the ladder, climbing topless from the pool and accepting the bottle of Jack Daniels stuffed into her hand. She took a big swig and raised a fist. I could not take my eyes off her.

Keith’s new friend stormed away in a huff, irritated with Ginger and irritated with us. That gorgeous redhead had won over the entire crowd. Someone handed her the bikini top she’d so casually discarded but she just looped it around her neck like a yoke, walking through the crowd boldly topless. She headed into the house. I looked at Keith.

“Time to move inside?” he asked, taking a big drag on the joint.

I gave a nod.

We shouldered our way through the press of bodies. After the diving display, most everyone simply went back to partying. Like me and Keith, a few guys casually meandered inside to see more, hoping nobody noticed how we were being led by our dicks. Keith and I prowled the edges of the rooms, searching, but Ginger had vanished. We kept moving. He fired another joint when that one died. I was high as fuck and so was he, but Keith always handles it better.

“I might need to lay down,” I said.

“Lie down,” he corrected. “You’re not an object. Fucking English major should know better.”

“Right.”

“I’ll keep searching,” he said. “I need to see those titties again.”

“Right you are. I’ll come find you in a little while.”

We bumped fists and he walked away.


Chapter 2

I stumbled down a hallway, passing closed doors, until I was far enough away from the noise. I knocked but got no answer. I opened the door and entered, hunting for a comfy bed to crash in, and discovered Ginger, now completely nude, bent at the waist and toweling her hair dry. At her feet her bikini lay crumpled in a small ball, like she’d squeezed every drop of water out of it she could. On the bed lay shorts and a tank top she planned on wearing once she was dry. She coiled the towel around her head and stood abruptly, surprised to see me standing there. I stared at her bare pussy.

“I’m so stupid,” she laughed. “I forgot to lock the damn door. Will you?”

My hand floated all by itself, pressing the button in the middle of the knob. I stared like a man looking on the face of God. Ginger giggled.

“I meant with you on the other side of the door,” she chuckled.

“Oh. Sorry.”

I stayed put and gawked. She wasn’t just any naked girl. She was the ultimate naked girl. Her feminine body screamed at me. Her angelic face and long, wet, red hair added to the power of her overt sexiness. I don’t know what expression my face wore, but she rested her hands on her hips and let me stare.

At birth, my male mind had been imprinted with the silhouette of the perfect female form, and I found myself gazing in awe at it right then. Something clicked looking at her. I could not look away. My eyes crawled every smooth, pale inch, lingering on her face, her breasts, her ass, and her pussy. Good God. I was gob smacked. She absorbed my gaze, even turning side to side a little to better display herself.

“You’re cute,” she said.

My brain was fogged by the weed and stunned by her sublime sexiness, but I knew I needed to say something. I looked like an idiot just staring.

“You,” I managed, nodding for emphasis. “You.”

She giggled again. She shook her head, flinging the towel to the floor next to her bikini and proudly granting me full visual access to her stunning body.

“You’re making me horny looking at me like that,” she said, sounding a little annoyed. “I love it when men look at me like that. Now I’m horny, damn it, and it’s all your fault.”

“Sorry.”

“It’s all right. If I want dick, I can open that door and find all the dick I need. Every guy at this school wants to fuck me. Maybe I should just use your dick?”

“Okay.”

My legs were trembling. I was probably too intoxicated to fuck her well or maybe even get hard, but I was so willing to try. Push comes to shove, I’d eat her succulent little bald cunt until she screamed.

“Are you high?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“That’s cool. I’m a little drunk.”

There was a hard knock on the door. I jumped. Ginger put a finger on her lips to silence me.

“Who is it?” she called out.

“Who the fuck do you think it is?” a deep male voice said. “Tyler. Open the goddamn door. You know everyone saw your tits, right? I had to punch three guys who came up to tell me about your tits.”

Ginger rolled her eyes and pretended to stick a finger down her throat to make herself vomit. She opened the closet door and waved me inside.

“You better hide,” she whispered. “My boyfriend is a maniac.”

I shuffled in and she closed the door. I watched her through the slats.

“I don’t give a shit who saw my tits,” she yelled. “I have pretty tits. Hiding them is wrong.”

She unlocked the door and let Tyler in. I recognized him and my heart sank. Tyler played linebacker on the college football team. He was a mountain of muscle topped by an angry face.

“You know I hate it when you do shit like that,” he said, glancing towards the bathroom. “You disrespect me when you flash everyone.”

She scoffed and grabbed his arms. She was naked and he hadn’t even glanced at her yet.

“No more than you disrespect me when you miss a tackle,” she said. “I’m free to do as I please, Ty. You’re my boyfriend but you don’t own me. We’ve talked about this.”

“You alone in here?” he asked, suspicious.

“Of course,” she teased, reaching for his belt buckle. “Who would dare hit on Tyler’s woman? The whole school lives in fear of you.”

She sank to her knees, opening his pants and tugging down his underwear. An enormous soft cock flopped out and hung about six or seven inches.

“There’s my little man,” she giggled again. “Momma’s horny.”

She lifted him on her fingertips like an eclair and slipped the head into her mouth. She watched him for his reaction, but he was still scowling, studying the room, searching for another male presence. She sucked hard, dimpling her cheeks, trying to draw his attention. When that failed, she flicked his big balls with a fingernail.

“Ow!” Tyler yelled. “Just suck it, bitch.”

Ginger got to work. She eased inches to the back of her throat and then took a deep breath. She adjusted the angle of her neck and another few inches slipped deeper. That got his attention.

“Keep going,” he demanded, looking down on her. “Take all of it, slut.”

Ginger closed her eyes and exhaled out her nose. The last of his thick cock glided all the way to the back and part way down her throat. He held her head and pushed against her face and tilted his head back to stare at the ceiling.

“That’s what I like,” he mumbled.

Ginger’s neck bulged. She rotated her head, massaging his length with throat muscles, and he sighed. She began to bob less than an inch back and forth, working over his entire long cock.

She aimed her eyes at the closet door, knowing she stared right at me. My heart almost exploded. I was semi-hard anyway. Even high like this. No way could I watch the hottest woman on the planet suck cock and not get turned on. When she looked right at me, I realized she was blowing him for me too, and blood surged. I stiffened. I would not risk touching myself and jostling some hangers. Getting discovered would be disastrous. Any noise meant certain doom for us both. She sucked that big cock like it leaked sugar and gazed at my hiding place. She sucked that big cock for me. Tyler stiffened and expanded until Ginger had to back off, now taking only half of that impressive penis. She licked all around and up and down his length, wetting him, soaking him in spit. Then she stood and bent at the waist, lowering her head almost to the floor.

A gymnastics scholarship, I thought.

He grabbed his hard cock in one hand and stepped closer and with my eyes locked on hers, he cloaked those stiff inches inside her body. He grabbed her ass and began to saw back and forth. Ginger smiled right at me. Her firm, upside-down tits wobbled and swung.

“Fuck me hard, Ty,” she laughed. “Pound me with that big cock. I love it. I love big cock, Ty.”

Tyler did as requested. He filled his big hands with firm butt cheeks and held her where he wanted her. He slammed his hips against her ass, pounding the brains out of that perfect girl. Her long red hair flew around. Her deep blue eyes hypnotized me.

The door opened.

Two guys, one black, one white, both built like Tyler, entered the room. Ginger’s head whipped around and the guys started laughing. Tyler chuckled.

“Goddamn it, Tyler,” the black guy said. “We left you alone for one fucking minute. How did you find pussy so fast?”

“Get out, assholes,” Tyler growled. “I’ll come find you.”

Both new guys had their eyes glued to Ginger. She ate it up. Tyler kept fucking but shouted at the guys to leave.

“Stop looking at my girl!” he bellowed.

“All right, all right,” the black guy said, leading his friend out of the room.

Both men stared at Ginger until the last possible second, peeking around the door as they closed it. Tyler hammered Ginger like he was angry at her for making them gawk. He squeezed her butt and thrust deeper, and faster until erupting suddenly and growling like a bear as he filled her with cum. His body twitched and jerked and Ginger chuckled with delight.

When he finished, he pushed her off his dick.

“I gotta go,” he said. “The guys are waiting. Get dressed. Stop showing everyone your naked body.”

Ginger gave him a lazy salute from the floor. He tucked his cock away and zipped up and exited the room, taking care to lock the door on his way out. She rolled onto her back and sighed.

“You can come out now,” she muttered.

My erection tented my swim trunks. I moved it to hide the bulge as best I could and stepped out. Ginger was on her back, amused.

“Aw,” she said. “I’m flattered.”

“You’re wild.”

“Never a dull moment with me.”

“Seemingly not.”

“You want to fuck me now too?”

I opened my mouth to speak but another knock on the door came.

“What!” Ginger snarled. “Leave me alone. I’m trying to change clothes!”

“Sorry,” some girl said.

Ginger eased her legs open, aiming her pussy right at my face.

“Where were we?” she chuckled. “Oh. Yeah. You want to fuck me?”

I gazed down at her. She was a vision of salacious delight.

“More than I want air,” I said. “More than I hope my heart keeps beating for a long, long time.”

“You have a way with words.”

“English major.”

“It looks like your dick is hard.”

“It is. Although if another person knocks on that door, I might lose it. I’m shy like that.”

“Show it to me.”

I hesitated. I knew what she was accustomed to. Tyler is huge. I pushed my trunks down far enough for my erection to pop out. She stared at it.

“I love making dicks hard,” she said. “I mean, I really love it. Like deep in my soul of souls. Hard cocks fascinate me.”

“Enthrall you.”

“Another good word.”

“You make dicks hard all over campus.”

She laughed.

“Yeah, I do. Tyler banged and ran, which is typical for him. I never got to cum. You want to make me cum?”

Nervousness was beginning to take hold. I heard people talking outside in the hallway and then someone knocked on the door again.

“Fuck off!” Ginger yelled. Then, to me, softly: “You want to make me cum?”

She spread her legs farther apart. I groaned a little.

“Eat my little bald pussy,” she suggested. “I promise I’ll cum really quick. Tyler got me close, him and his big dick. I love being fucked. Big dicks are best. You want to eat my little bald pussy?”

I didn’t answer. My erection was starting to fade from all the noise outside the room, but no way could I pass up a chance to eat Ginger Monroe’s perfect slit. Keith would never believe me. I pulled my trunks up and moved between her legs. She spread them wider and reached for me with both hands. I let her guide my mouth to hers for an intense kiss and then another, and then I trailed kisses down her incredible body. I dawdled at her breasts and nipples, kissing and nibbling and licking before I continued my travels south. Her fingers burrowed into my hair, and I planted my mouth over her smooth mound. I began to lick and probe, listening closely to her moans, repeating what she liked, repeating a lot of what she loved. She hooked a heel behind my head, and I reached for her tits, roughly handling those perfect orbs as I ate her juicy cunt.

I was going to make Ginger Monroe orgasm. My life was complete. I added a few fingers to her teasing and tortured her clit over and over. She was writhing beneath me. I abandoned her tits to pump a digit in her pussy and then at the same time send a finger up her ass. She covered her mouth with both hands to muffle her groans and I elevated my attacks. I didn’t want to simply make her cum. I wanted to make Ginger Monroe cum so hard she never forgot me.

I succeeded.

She clamped her hands over her mouth and arched her back as her body went rigid. I licked and sucked with no regard for myself, pouring everything I had into making this wicked angel climax hard enough to see stars. She orgasmed long and forcefully, but I didn’t stop. Her cries dropped to whimpers, but she never pushed me away. Only when, finally, she went limp on the floor did I finish and wipe her juice off my face.

I left her there on the floor, fetching her towel. I dabbed her messy opening mostly dry and then brought the tank top and shorts she’d laid out earlier. I got down on the floor with her, and she rolled towards me, nuzzling my neck and hugging me. I traced delicate lines all along her amazing body, brushing my fingertips everywhere. Goose bumps rose. She shivered but not from being cold.

“Do you think I’m pretty?” she croaked.

“No,” I said and felt her stiffen in my arms. “I don’t think you are merely pretty. I think you’re a goddess. I think you’re Venus, Nefertiti, Helen of Troy, and Aphrodite all rolled into one. I know I’m not supposed to fawn over a girl but seriously, Ginger, you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. Your body and face are Hollywood leading lady but your spirit, your bold and brash approach to life are what elevate you to world class.”

She squeezed me hard and softly kissed my neck. I felt like we shared a moment, a connection. Probably just my desperate imagination, but I believed I felt something pass between us. Voices in the hall made me nervous again.

“I’m going out the window,” I said. “Nobody should see me coming out of your room.”

“Smart,” she mumbled. “What’s your name?”

“James. James Dunlop. All my friends call me Jimmy.”

“Am I your friend, James?”

“I’d like that.”

“Me too, Jimmy. What’s your number?”

My heart stopped. Did Ginger Monroe just ask me for my number? I told her and watched as she committed the digits to memory.

“You don’t need to write it down?” I asked.

“This little slut has a steel-trap mind,” she said and I believed her.

She tilted her face to me and I kissed her. The connection instantly returned. I left her there, easing the window open and sneaking away.


Chapter 3

Keith refused to believe me, at first. My sincerity convinced him. After that, the envy hit and for a week he bitched about how I got to eat Ginger’s pussy and he got nothing.

“Serendipity be like that,” I taunted.

Days later I was studying in the school library. A storm had blown in, with high winds and torrential rain. The temperature dropped thirty degrees in three hours. I was warm and cozy and content surrounded by my many books.

My phone vibrated.

I did not recognize the number but flipped it open to read the text anyway.

Save me, the message began. My tire is flat and Tyler says he can’t come get me. None of my shitty friends will come either. I’m stranded two hours away under a highway overpass and I’m soaked and freezing. Please say you will.

I knew instantly who it was. The only question in my mind was did helping her make me a bitch or a good person? There was really no choice for me.

I’m on my way, I instantly shot back. Tell me where.

One hour and fifty minutes later, I pulled a U-turn under the bridge and parked my car behind hers. I got out but she was already running towards me. She wore a miniskirt and high heels, and the rain had ruined her mascara and soaked her white shirt, turning the fabric see-through and plastering it to her body. I got one good look at mostly exposed titties and then she threw herself into my arms and started crying. I hugged her and led her towards my car. I wrapped her in my jacket and sat her in my car with the heater on. I went to change her flat tire. About forty-five minutes later, we were good to go.

“Wait,” she said, seated next to me in my car. “Why did you come help me? You don’t even know me.”

I lifted my shoulders half an inch.

“You needed help.”

“You help everyone that needs it?”

“If I can. I’d at least do something.”

“You’re a good person. I wish I was a good person like you.”

I shook my head.

“You’re not a bad person.”

“I’m a little slutty.”

“Sex isn’t immoral. Enjoying sex however you want doesn’t make you immoral. Do you fuck minors? No. Do you get consent? Yes. Sex isn’t an immoral act. All the churches got it wrong. They call it immoral because they know people will always fuck and they therefore have a steady flow of customers. Sex isn’t immoral. Lying is. Cheating is. Stealing is. Sex is not.”

“So, since I was in a relationship with Tyler, I shouldn’t have allowed you to eat my pussy?”

I laughed.

“Ethically? No, you shouldn’t have. Not if you guys agreed to be exclusive. If so, you behaved unethically but by the lying, not by the sex itself. The sex was awesome.”

She pondered that, studying my rain-soaked face.

“It stopped raining so hard,” I said. “I’ll drop you at your car and follow you back to your dorm.”

“Okay. But first let me pay you back.”

She turned in her seat and leaned over my crotch.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m going to suck your dick.”

“Why?”

“To pay you back for helping me.”

I took her hand.

“You are the most attractive girl I’ve ever seen, much less met, and as much as I want my dick in your mouth, I’m going to stop you.”

“Are you gay?”

“No. Gay guys do not eat pussy. I came here to help you because you needed it, not for a reward. When you suck my dick, and someday I really, really hope you do, I want it to be because you want to suck my dick for me, not because you feel like you owe me. Does that make sense?”

“It does. I’m just so impressed. You’re the only man to ever refuse a Ginger Monroe blowjob. You’d be amazed by what I can get from sucking a dick.” She tilted her head, thinking. “Come to think of it, you’re the only man to ever tell me no about anything. Other than my daddy, that is.”

“I’m sure in about ten minutes I’ll be kicking myself hard for being a total idiot. I can never tell my friend Keith about this. He’ll slap me into tomorrow for telling you no.”

“There’s no expiration date, Jimmy. I do owe you, and this girl pays her debts. If you change your mind, let me know. I’m happy to do it whenever. I like sucking dicks and I’ll love sucking yours.”


Chapter 4

I had a blowjob in the bank, and I felt good about that. I dated a few girls over the next six weeks, but nothing clicked. I was distracted. I felt something for Ginger, something real, and it gnawed at me. At first, I thought it was pure physical lust, like every other guy at school, but it lingered. It felt stronger than that. More troubling was the way it grew deeper over time. Infatuation? Maybe. A huge crush? Whatever. I did nothing about it because Ginger was out of my league anyway. I focused my attention on girls at my own level.

Two months after the pussy-eating party, as Keith liked to call it, Keith and I found ourselves at another house party just off campus. Keith had heard a rumor that Ginger dumped Tyler, and we wanted to go find out if it was true. Also, we both needed a break from all the intense studying. This gathering was even bigger than the first, held at a sorority house that bordered the college. The backyard pool was filled with naked bodies by the time we got there. Keith fired up a joint and we cruised around, watching all the human drama play out. The music from the party was a physical thing, a bass-heavy pulse that vibrated through the soles of my shoes and up into my teeth. Keith saw a girl he liked and wanted to stalk so we split up, agreeing to find each other later.

I wandered for what felt like an hour, a solo expedition through the sprawling, labyrinthine mansion. The main party was a sea of sweating bodies and red plastic cups, but I was looking for something else. I was looking for her. I wanted to see Ginger. Just thinking her name made my stomach clench. She was a force of nature, all wild red hair and a laugh that could cut through any din. She’d been bouncing around inside my head now for months, making me feel like a pathetic satellite caught in her gravity. Tonight, fueled by weed and cheap beer and desperate hope, I thought maybe I’d finally get the courage to talk to her like a real person. Maybe even share how my feelings had grown. Just the idea of that harrowing conversation made my mouth turn dry.

My wanderings took me downstairs into a furnished basement. There were stacks of dusty cardboard boxes against the walls and old furniture covered with blankets. A lamp at the end of the room added to the illumination of an overhead bulb. Next to the lamp I saw a heavy oak door and aimed for it, hoping to exit into someplace new. I pushed but the door was stuck. I pushed again and it clunked and swung open. I noticed that the latch hadn’t properly seated and realized someone had tried to lock this door and failed. I stepped into the room, expecting a stockroom or maybe stairs up to the first floor.

The scene that hit me was something else entirely.

This room had its own music; a primal, thumping, grinding track that seemed to match the frantic beating of a racing heart. The air was thick with the smell of sweat, liquor, and something else, something musky. I had stumbled upon a party within a party.

Then, I saw her.

My breath caught in my throat, a choked gasp that was thankfully swallowed by the beat. There, kneeling on a large velvet ottoman in the center of the room, was Ginger. She was naked, her pale skin glowing in the low, colored light from red lamps, and she wasn’t alone.

Four big guys were with her. I recognized them vaguely from the football team, all muscle and confident swagger. One knelt in front of her, his face buried between her thighs as he licked her slit. His hands gripped her butt cheeks, pulling them open so his friend behind her could smoothly fuck her pussy. Another stood to her side, feeding his thick cock into her willing mouth. The fourth stroked himself, waiting his turn, his eyes locked on the spectacle before him.

My first instinct was to recoil, to pivot and retreat, shutting and locking the door behind me. I thought I should simply pretend I’d seen nothing. This was a private party. I wasn’t supposed to be here. I was an outsider. I realized this was probably Ginger’s revenge against Tyler. By fucking his teammates she’d destroy dozens of friendships, including any last remaining feelings for him. I needed to leave, but my feet were nailed to the floor. I couldn’t look away.

It wasn't just shock that held me captive. It was the sight of her. She was radiant. A goddess of pure, unadulterated hedonism. The sounds she made, muffled by the cock in her mouth, were not sounds of pain or distress, but of deep, guttural pleasure. She was the epicenter of this storm of lust, and she loved every second of it.

The guy behind her grunted and his thrusts became erratic. At the last possible second, he pulled out, launching his load in spurts across her lower back. He shot again and again but before he finished, he was shoved aside by the fourth man, moving up behind Ginger and sliding his thick cock deep. The girl gave a satisfied groan. The guy she’d been sucking grabbed her head with both hands and really began to fuck her mouth.

I was utterly, completely captivated. My dick was rock hard, straining against my jeans. All my pitiful, romantic fantasies about holding her hand and telling her I liked her were being incinerated right before my eyes, replaced by this searing, honest image of what she truly was: a woman who took what she wanted, who reveled in pleasure without apology. It was beautiful. It was animalistic and it was unapologetic.

Then, as if she felt my gaze upon her, she swung her eyes my way.

My heart hammered against my ribs. I was caught. A trespasser in her temple. I expected her to shout for me to get out. Instead, a slow, wicked smile spread across her lips.

She never broke rhythm with the men using her body. She held my gaze as she took the man in her mouth deeper, her cheeks hollowing. She held my gaze as the man between her legs, licking her clit as her pussy got fucked from behind, made her cry out. She pulled her mouth off the man she blew and orgasmed hard, but she never looked away from me. She was performing for me. Me. This was her show, and I was her audience.

She arched her back, pushing her breasts out. The guy who had shot all over her back dipped his head to suckle her gorgeous tits. Blowjob Man steered her mouth towards his cock, and she greedily gobbled his inches, but the true connection she felt was with me. Her eyes smoldered.

She was telling me something without words. She was showing me what I was up against, who she was, what she was capable of. It was a test, a dare. A gauntlet thrown at my feet. I stood there, frozen in the doorway, and watched as the man pounding her from behind pulled hard on her hips and drove his cock all the way in. His groan mingled with her muffled cries of pleasure. Unlike his more cautious teammate, this man was ejaculating inside her. The man fucking her mouth pumped his hips and groaned and Ginger begged for his load with a series of desperate grunts, swallowing the hot sperm as soon as it erupted. The man eating her pussy stood and claimed her mouth, shoving his friend away too soon, causing the last blast of semen to hit her in the face. Both men laughed about that and then the pussy-licker jammed his cock into her open mouth. Ginger sucked hard and fast, hungry for another load, reveling in the sensations of men injecting her with sperm at both ends. This was a relentless, beautiful cycle of flesh and ecstasy. I just watched, my own desire a roaring fire in my blood, knowing with absolute certainty that I was more in love with her than I had ever been before. 


Now




CHAPTER 1

Her mother, father, two sisters, and her brother all have the same red hair she does. What’s the difference? Mom and Dad thought it would be funny to name their last child, who is now my wife, Ginger. Technically her name is Ginny, I learned, but nobody calls her that. She hated being called Ginger when she was young but these days, she wears the name proudly. Easy to do when you turn out as sexy as my wife. Her tight body and gorgeous face let her get away with anything. How can you tease a redheaded woman named Ginger when she looks that good? The joke is on you.

“What are you staring at, Jimmy?” she asked from the laundry room.

I stood at our front windows, hidden behind sheers. Across the street an older man, Byron, mowed his front lawn shirtless on a hot Sunday afternoon.

“Something’s going on with Byron, Cindy, Brad, and the new couple that moved in,” I said. “I’m trying to figure out what?”

“So, you’re spying.”

“Yes, I’m spying.”

She left the laundry room to join me.

“Why?”

“I told you. Something’s going on.”

She punched my shoulder playfully.

“Stop being stubborn. Like what? Tell me.”

I rubbed my hands together like I was a dastardly villain.

“Remember a few nights ago when I was nervous about my presentation at work and I couldn’t sleep?”

“Yes.”

“I got out of bed and came downstairs. I paced, burning off excess energy and making sure I’d forgotten nothing. Then, I heard voices outside. I looked through the gap between the curtains and saw Brad walking Cindy down our street.”

“So?”

I heard the sarcasm in her voice. I folded my arms across my chest.

“So, Cindy wore lingerie,” I continued. “She was wearing a see-through teddy. She had Brad’s jacket covering her, but I saw everything as they passed under the streetlight.”

“That’s weird.”

“That’s not even what was weird. They walked to Byron’s front door. The old man opened the door wearing a robe. I think he was naked underneath.”

“I’m sorry, what?”

“It’s true. Byron put his arm around Cindy and pulled her inside. Brad followed. The door closed quickly but I know what I saw. I wonder if Brad and Cindy are swingers. We might have swingers in our neighborhood.”

“No,” Ginger insisted. “No way. I know Cindy. She would never go for a scene like that.”

“Then Brad brought her to Byron for some other reason.”

“Why Byron?”

I shrugged.

“Who knows?” I said. “He’s a retired physical therapist. Maybe Brad and Cindy were fooling around sexually and she got hurt.”

“Yes, I always wear my best lingerie when I visit the doctor.”

“She was wearing a teddy.”

“So you say.”

“She was!”

“It was dark and you were far away.”

“I know what I saw.”

Ginger stared out the front window.

“Something’s going on out there,” she said, mocking me.

I laughed and she did too.

“I love a good mystery,” I said.

“God, me too. Anything to spice up this neighborhood.”

“Help me find out what’s up. You know Byron better than me. Try to get some information from him. I think Chloe’s involved too.”

“Chloe? That innocent little thing? She’s too young for monkey business like that. I doubt she can even legally buy beer yet.”

“I saw her and Cindy visit Byron. Whatever is happening, Byron is key. He seems to sit at the center.”

“I wonder why? What’s so special about Byron?”

“That’s what I’m telling you to find out.”

“I’ll pry. We’ll see him at the end-of-summer pool party at Amir and Saffron’s place next weekend. I’ll subtly interrogate him then.”

“Nice choice of words.”

We kissed. She returned to laundry; I held my post at the window. Byron cut grass and I wondered about what I’d seen. Brad had blocked my view for most of their interaction. I didn’t tell Ginger this part, because I couldn’t be sure, but it looked like Byron may have kissed Cindy right in front of Brad.

Byron stopped mowing long enough to drink lemonade from a tall glass. He tilted his head back and wiped sweat from his face. He was old but I had to give him credit. He still looked in good shape. Was that what Cindy wanted? No. Brad wasn’t fat or ugly. Did somebody lose a bet? Why else do you walk down a neighborhood street in lingerie? Curiosity was burning a hole in me.

She looked good though. Sexy. Brad marched her down like he was taking her to the principal’s office. I caught a flash of skin each time her coat flapped open. It was too dark to see detail but just the idea of Cindy dressed in lace was enough to captivate me. Too bad I didn’t see Chloe like that too. I doubted any sex took place. Maybe Byron was also a photographer? Maybe Cindy had some sexy boudoir pictures taken? But then why was Byron almost naked too?

I shook my head. Ginger would get more information, and I could fill in the blanks. No man can resist Ginger.


Chapter 2

I watched her change clothes.

“No bra?” I asked. “Really? Is that necessary?”

“Do you want information or not?”

“I do but in a I’m-mildly-interested way, not a I-need-this-information-or-I’ll-go-crazy kind of way.”

“Men get careless in the face of nice tits,” she replied, dropping a summer dress over her head. “Byron will tell me everything.”

“The man has no chance against you.”

“Precisely.”

I loved her swagger. I finished watching her dress and followed her downstairs, assuming my position at the sheer drapes. Byron was working in his front yard again and Ginger kissed me and headed out the front door. I watched her wave and say hello and then engage the man in conversation. They laughed and talked and sometimes pointed up the street or down the street. I watched her closely. She was smiling.

That was my Ginger. Fearless. Curious. Always ready for a little adventure, although that aspect of our marriage had all but vanished. We have a marital routine now. We have for years. My lascivious sex-panther has been tamed.

She moved with easy confidence as she interrogated the man. Her hips swayed slightly in the summer dress she wore. She didn't glance back at me. She was a pro. She’d walked right up to Byron and started talking.

Eventually he gestured towards his front door, and I gasped a little as Ginger gave a little shrug, a final, disarming smile, and then followed him inside his house. The door shut.

I was alone in our living room, staring at the closed door of a house that held all the neighborhood's secrets. My heart was pounding. Years and years had passed since she was that wild sex fiend of her college days, but I knew that creature still existed within her. I picked up her glass of iced tea she’d left behind, the condensation chilling my hand, and took a sip. I told myself she'd be five minutes. Twenty, tops.

But as I stood there, watching the windows of Byron's house for any sign of movement, I had a sinking feeling that our quiet, predictable life had just been invited on a very strange trip. I know her. I know the real her.

My thoughts jumped back to our college days, and the ghosts all rose to yap at me. She swore when she said I do that all that was behind her, but I knew what she meant was only that she’d change her behaviors. There was no changing the heart of this woman. A behavioral change had been good enough for me but now she was in his house.

I calmed myself. She’d dissect everything he said and turn him inside out, returning with a trove of information. I just needed to be patient and trusting.

As predicted, she emerged from his house about twenty minutes later. I watched her cross the street and then our lawn and then she was beside me.

“Nothing,” she barked, exasperated. “The man’s a clam. I tried every trick. He’s good. Real good. That man can keep secrets. I wonder if he’s ex-CIA or something.”

“What was it like inside his place?”

“Nice. Tasteful. Masculine. It needs a woman’s touch here and there but for a single man, he’s done well.”

“Is he gay?”

She barked a laugh.

“Hell no,” she said. “I felt like I chatted up the big bad wolf. He was a perfect gentleman, although I did catch him stealing glances at my tits and ass, but he didn’t even flirt with me.”

“You sound disappointed.”

“I am. Have I lost my touch? Am I no longer all that attractive?”

“That is definitely not it.”

“Then he’s a rare bird. I swear he knew I was trying to collect information. It’s like someone warned him. He was perfectly discreet.”

“Maybe you can try again later?”

She shook her head.

“I don’t think so. He’s too smart. We need a different approach.”

We both turned to gaze out the sheer curtains. Byron came out of his house to wheel the trash and recycling containers against the side of his house. Ginger and I watched his every move.

“The mystery only deepens,” I said.

She nodded.

I may have joked about it, but the mystery was an itch I couldn’t scratch.


Chapter 3

Two nights later I was awake and wandering through our dark home, again unable to sleep. Ginger did not share the same problem, breathing deep, lost to dreams. As I passed our front curtains, I thought I detected a shadow passing outside. I moved to the sheers and peeked through a gap. Somebody, small and furtive, moved down our street, using trees, shrubs, and bushes for cover. They entered our yard and hid behind the big oak. My curiosity skyrocketed. They soon moved on, eventually crossing the street towards Byron’s home. My interest peaked. I shed my robe and quickly donned black sweatpants and a black T-shirt. I eased our front door open and followed, using, as they had, natural cover to hide. I found a great angle for the front of Byron’s house and watched as the person crept closer. They stepped onto his porch and the front door opened. The lights were off inside his house but the glow from his television cast a blueish radiance over everything.

This time I saw clearly, he’d answered the door naked. I saw clearly his wiry body and hairy chest and arms. I saw clearly his long fat cock hanging in front of him. I saw clearly that the person sneaking towards his house had stepped into the light and curled their fingers around his oversized phallus, and when they threw back the hoodie hiding their face, I saw clearly that Cindy had come to fuck. I resisted the urge to race home and wake Ginger. She’d said Cindy was not the type to swing, but she was the type to cheat.

Byron ushered the woman inside and shut the door. 

I turned to retrace my steps, and then I froze.

Did I truly want to inform my wife that a handsome, hung, older stud shared our neighborhood, living, in fact, right across the street? I knew the girl that dwelled in the heart of Ginger. A man like Byron living so close might be too much of a temptation. Our married life had become utterly predictable and routine. I trusted Ginger, but did I trust her that much?

I made my way home using stealth. I changed into my robe and sat in our dark living room. Ginger’s sordid past paraded before my eyes. As far as I knew she’d done well leaving it behind, but I knew all she’d truly changed were her behaviors. She still craved sexual things. She was still a sexual creature. Our sex life was good but not crazy good. She’d spent the past few years playing the part of the good wife, but I suspected a sex fiend lurked just beneath her surface. What would she do?

The night I’d seen her with four football players I’d watched until the very end, staying behind after those guys emptied their nuts and returned to the party. Ginger had called me closer and allowed me to devour her well-fucked form with my eyes. I wanted to touch her then, but not as the fifth man that night. I felt separate from the football players who had just ravished her. I desperately wanted to fuck her but not like that, not like one of them.

For her part, she loved my eyes roaming her body. Later she told me she loved the way I had looked at her. She said no man had ever gazed at her with such desire, such longing, and such adoration, despite what I’d just seen her do. I’d cracked open like a walnut and spilled my true feelings, admitting how I thought about her all the time. I told her how I thought her beauty surpassed all other women, and that her bold, fearless approach to life, the way she set her own rules and lived by them, forgoing the judgements of others, made her as mentally attractive as she was physically. I confessed I felt a connection I couldn’t explain and then I waited for her to mock me.

She didn’t. She extended her arms and drew me into a hug followed by the hottest kiss of my life. She admitted she was thrilled to hear me say all that because she’d thought of me often, too. She admitted she’d broken up with Tyler because he cheated, but that she’d planned on ending it with him anyway because of me. She felt drawn to me and was relieved to hear I felt the same about her. We hugged and cried a little and kissed like crazy and she soon freed my erection and guided me into her flooded cunt.

That night was the most erotic of my life. I fucked her softly and tender at first, both of us exploring the new feelings we had for each other. Soon passion rose and we fucked each other hard, going a little crazy, carried away by the connection we shared and the depth of those new feelings. She smelled and tasted of sex but that only amplified my rampant arousal.

We were exclusive after that. She promised to limit herself to me alone. We fucked every chance we got. She was amazed that the slutty things I’d seen her do didn’t tarnish my desire for her. I explained how the things I’d seen only increased my lust for her. She was a sexual creature and that’s what I wanted. I was so amazed to have a girl like her I showed her off everywhere. I encouraged her to stick with the sexy, revealing clothes she wore. I encouraged her to continue to flirt and tease any man she wished, enjoying the power her stunning good looks brought her. She would even test me by teasing other guys and taking it right to the line.  Guys would make fools of themselves over her charms and her games but after we started dating, she never made me worry.  She would always come back to me.  I never gave her reason to doubt my resolve. She knew I would trust her, no matter how hard she flirted or blurred that line.  I encouraged her to narrate the tales of her sexual history, talking dirty to me as we made love or fucked. I accepted her for who and what she was, but my feelings went beyond mere acceptance. The more other men desired her, the prouder I felt. She was thrilled to find a man like me. No boyfriend had ever been so understanding. My encouragement only made her more devoted to me. She was a goddess among mortals and she was all mine. I'm not even sure I would have been upset if she’d crossed the line a little, but we never got to that point. 

Were we going to finally get to that point now?

As I sat in my dark living room, I realized a lot of time had passed, years, and I wondered, did she miss it? How big a sacrifice had she made? Her loyalty meant everything to me, but did she miss her wild ways?

As soon as I posed the question to myself, I knew in my heart that she did. She must. How does one stop being who they are and start being someone else? I had no answer to that question. The one thing I did know with certainty was the temptation of a well-hung older man across the street would be too much. Not today or even tomorrow, but someday. Look how many wives he’s already snared.


Chapter 4

I knew what the envelope contained before I opened it. The letterhead in the top left corner gave it away. Ten years and a week had passed since we graduated from that college and here, right on time, was the invitation to return for the reunion. There were plenty of people I wanted to see again, but one specific individual I did not.

Tyler.

Weeks had passed since I spied on big-dick Byron, and I’d told my wife nothing of my nocturnal adventure. She remained ignorant of his physical gift. Dread had filled me that night, growing stronger each day. I felt like I was lying to her. I hated withholding the truth. Ginger and I have always spoken freely about anything and everything. But not this. The very behavior which had so captivated and welded me to her, now, over a decade later, caused me deep fear and doubt. I was a chicken shit and I knew it. It would be better for me to admit what I saw and handle the repercussions, but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it.

So, of course, the universe threw another big dick in my path.

I considered throwing the invitation away but there were too many ways Ginger would learn of the reunion anyway. What was the point? She probably had an email sitting in her inbox right now. She may have no desire to attend, and all this new worrying was for nothing.

Byron came out of his house to retrieve something from his Mustang and we waved to each other. I continued home.

“Honey,” I called out, entering through the kitchen. “It’s our ten-year college reunion. Do you want to go?”

“Yes!” she screamed from the dining room.

Great.

Fast-forward to five weeks later. The drive to the university was supposed to be a triumph. Ten years. A whole damn decade since Ginger and I had walked across that stage, diplomas in hand, the whole world spread out before us like an all-you-can-eat buffet. Truth be told, we’d eaten well. We had the house, the cars, the life. We were the couple everyone else either envied or quietly resented.

"Are you nervous?" Ginger asked, turning to me in the passenger seat. She’d kicked off her heels, her feet tucked up on the dashboard. The late afternoon sun caught the copper in her hair, making it glow like a halo.

"Nervous?" I said, trying for a casual confidence I didn't entirely feel. "I'm looking forward to it. Can't wait to see the look on Professor Albright's face when I tell him I've made the Times best-seller list twice."

She laughed, that throaty, genuine, feminine laugh she uses when she’s distracted.

"What about you?” I asked. “Nervous?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

Her smile faltered for just a second, a flicker of something I couldn't read. "Oh, you know. It might be a little weird. Seeing everyone. There are some Delta Sisters I’m dying to see again but there are others I hope to avoid."

“Like certain football players?”

She punched my shoulder playfully.

“Some, yes, now that you mention them. Although now that you mention it, there are four of them I’d love to give a hug.”

I took her hand and squeezed.

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I’ll protect you.”

She gave me a funny look. We drove in silence.


Chapter 5

The weirdness started the moment we walked into the grand ballroom. The place was decked out in school colors, a sea of maroon and gold, filled with faces that were both familiar and strangely bloated with time. There were high-pitched squeals of recognition over the loud music, backslapping hugs, and the same old cliques reforming as if no time had passed at all. Ginger was immediately swarmed, a constellation of her old sorority sisters pulling her into a group hug, ringed by adoring men who wanted a look at the hot girl from ten years before. They were not disappointed. Ginger looked better now than she had then.

I told her I would fetch drinks and aimed for the open bar. I watched her as I crossed the huge ballroom, feeling a surge of pride. She was radiant. Her green dress clung to her in all the right ways, and her musical laughter cut through the din. Before we left home, she said she wanted to be the prettiest girl in the room, and she’d succeeded.  I got in line and sent my eyes around the room. Too soon, they landed on Tyler.

I hoped he’d grown fat and bald, or at least pudgy and thinning, but he looked almost exactly the same. Rumor was he made the pro cut and even played for a few years for the Vikings, but a knee injury ended all that. He was a little broader in the shoulders, and a little bigger in the arms. He had a few more lines around his eyes, but he possessed the same effortlessly cool swagger, the same messy dark hair that looked like he’d just rolled out of bed, the same lazy grin that had probably gotten him out of more trouble than I’d ever been in. He was the campus king back in the day and still radiated star-power now. He had his own retinue of followers, just like Ginger. I stared at the man, studying his body, understanding he had been Ginger’s lover for years. I swung my attention to my wife. They were on a collision course as they crossed the room. I held my breath.

The moment Ginger saw him, her body went rigid. The smile on her face froze, then thawed into something different, something older and more complicated. Tyler’s eyes scanned the room, passed right over me, as I expected they would, and locked onto her. His grin widened but then surprised me by turning genuine. She’d fucked four of his teammates, after all. He changed course and moved directly towards her. The crowd seemed to part like he was Moses. I read his lips.

"Ginger," he said, taking her hands and stepping back to get a better look at her. “Wow.”

I turned to the bartender and rushed the drink order. I needed to get back to her right now. That fucker hit her where she’s weakest, ogling her hot body and gorgeous face and then expressing deep and genuine admiration. All was clearly forgiven and I only now realized how much I was counting on his resentment as a defense. That barrier was nonexistent.

“I need those drinks,” I pleaded again.

My wife returned the up and down gaze, nodding appreciatively as she surveyed his big athlete body. Sports were another thing they had in common. I watched my wife’s face, and I swear her eyes lingered over his crotch. She knew the lion that slept there. Were memories racing through her mind right now? Of course they were. They’d race through my mind were the situation reversed. The bartender sat our drinks down and I grabbed them and almost ran, rejoining my wife and her ex.

"Jimmy," he said, his voice raised over the pulsing music, his head giving me a nod that was almost a dismissal. "Good to see you. Hope you’re doing well."

"Couldn't be better," I shouted, my voice tight. I forced a smile. "Writing. Presenting. Selling books."

"No shit? That's great, man. Really great."

He returned his attention to Ginger, and I ceased to exist.

Just like that, they were off. They fell into an easy rhythm, their knowing and fast-paced conversation a private jet I couldn't board. They talked about people I’d never heard of, parties I hadn't been invited to, and shared inside jokes I knew nothing about. They romped through a shared history that was a continent away from my life with her. I stood there, nursing my scotch, feeling the warmth of it do nothing to cool the ice forming in my gut. I watched him touch her arm, watched her laugh at something he whispered, watched her lean in just a little closer than was necessary. Every touch was a tiny pinprick, and soon I was bleeding out all over the polished ballroom floor.

She drained her glass and asked if I’d get her another. I said I would and walked away leaving her with him. My gut filled with boiling water. The line at the bar was ridiculous and I lost sight of her. I almost panicked. I rose higher to see over the crowd, but she was gone. My phone soon chimed and I whipped it out of my pocket.

Tyler and I stepped outside, her text said. It’s too loud in there.

"Outside?" I asked myself, my disbelieving voice flat. "It's forty degrees."

I didn't move. I stood by that bar like a statue, searching the room to determine the most likely path they’d taken to leave. I decided the double doors that led to the garden terrace were the best bet. My mind raced, constructing a thousand different scenarios, each one worse than the last. Ten minutes passed. Then fifteen. I gulped my drink and then hers too. I ordered more. Twenty minutes had now melted away. I was starting to look like a pathetic, abandoned husband. I could feel the consolatory glances from my former classmates. I gulped those drinks too.

Gina, a girl I’d dated briefly that had far more interest in me than I had in her, stepped close and whispered in my ear.

“He took her out to the garden,” she said. “I can see the worry on your face. You know how she is. You should hurry.”

I gave her a hard stare.

“Everybody knows how she is,” Gina said with a shrug.

I walked out onto the terrace. The cold air hit me like a slap. It was empty, save for a few smokers huddling near the door. I scanned the shadows of the meticulously manicured hedges, my heart thudding against my ribs. Nothing. I descended some steps to get beyond the hedges and then I saw them. They weren't in the open. They were tucked away in a small, secluded alcove formed by a stone retaining wall and a massive oak tree, its branches bare and skeletal against the moonlight. I was far enough away that they didn't see me, but the moon was bright enough to see everything.

Tyler was leaning against the wall, his head back.

Ginger was on her knees in front of him.

My world went silent. The distant thump of the bass from inside the ballroom, the murmur of the smokers, the wind in the trees: it all vanished. There was only the sound of my own blood rushing in my ears. Her red hair was a vivid splash of color in the monochrome night. Her head was moving, slowly, deliberately, in a rhythm I knew all too well. One of her hands was braced on his thigh, the other was tangled in her own hair, pulling it back from her face. She wanted him to have a clear view of what she did to his big cock. She wanted him to see his dick fucking her pretty mouth. Tyler’s hand rested on her head, not guiding her, just resting. It was a gesture of casual, devastating familiarity and ownership.

I watched for a moment that stretched into an eternity. I wasn't angry but it took me a minute to realize that. I had expected to be angry. I had expected to be deeply hurt. I’d kept her away from Byron for this very reason. This is who she was. I didn't make a sound. I didn't clear my throat. I didn't confront them.

I watched.

I’d seen her do something similar over ten years ago while hiding in a closet. I’d seen something similar a little later when she fucked four men at the same time. We’d married, and she’d put all that behind her, but as I stood there not hurt and not angry, I realized I missed it almost as much as she did. I realized I liked this part of her. No. I loved this part of her.

I turned and walked back inside, accepting the warm air and pulsating music as it washed over me. My wife was outside in the bushes, sucking a huge cock, and I had to force myself not to smile. I went back to the bar and ordered two drinks. This time, I saved both. About twenty minutes later, Ginger found me, her cheeks flushed, a bright smile plastered on her face. She smoothed her dress.

"Sorry, Honey," she said, her voice a little too chipper. "We had so much to catch up on. You wouldn't believe the crazy stories Tyler has about pro football."

I looked at her. I looked at my wife, the woman I had built a life with, the mother of my future children, the keeper of my heart.

"I think I would," I said, my voice quiet. "I think I would believe just about anything right now."

Her smile faltered.

"What's wrong?"

I grabbed her and kissed her hard. She tensed for the first half second, then melted into me, slipping her arms around my neck. I felt the love. I felt her unshakable love for me. I also felt my unwavering love for her. Our hot kisses left us both breathless.

“Wow,” she gushed, gasping for air. “I don’t know what that was all about, but I loved it.”

Enough hiding, I thought.

“I can taste what he left behind in your mouth,” I whispered in her ear.

Her face turned to shock.

“I saw you. I watched you.”

The edge of panic began to form at the corners of her mouth, so I grabbed her and kissed her again.

“Byron has a donkey dick,” I breathed hotly. “That’s why the wives visit his home. I watched Chloe sneak down the street. Cindy too. Byron services them all. Probably others I don’t know about. The wives go to him for something their husbands can’t provide. It’s all right. I understand now I need to let you be who you are. That’s why I watched you with Tyler. I suspect you made plans to see him later, like after I fall asleep. Am I right? I know I am. Here’s the thing: don’t freeze me out. You don’t have to cheat behind my back. Let me in. I want to watch. Can we do that? Will you do that for me? I want to watch Tyler fuck you. I want him to fuck you hard.”

She was stunned. Her brilliant mind processed quickly.

“I planned on blowing you,” she admitted. “I planned on making you orgasm really hard, the way my blowjobs do. We both know how deeply you sleep after that. Tyler is staying at the same hotel as us. I was going to visit his room two floors up and get fucked and then hurry back, but if what you are saying is true, I will invite him down to our room instead. He doesn’t need to know you are hiding in the closet. Again. Are you sure about this?”

“Absolutely.”

Her eyes grew wide and then wider still. Reality took hold and a flame ignited and grew.

“Oh my fucking God, Baby,” she croaked. “Oh my God. Oh my God!”


Chapter 6

The air in the closet was thick and stale, tasting of cedar and my own shallow, ragged breaths. My heart hammered against my ribcage like a trapped canary, a frantic, desperate cadence that seemed to echo the pounding of the headboard against the wall. Through the slats of the louvered doors, I had a front-row seat to a show I had both orchestrated and which now utterly consumed me.

Ginger was a vision, a goddess of fire and flesh. Her red hair, a wild mane I knew so well, was splayed out across the hotel pillow like a splash of crimson on snow. Her back was arched, a taut bow of pale skin that I now saw in a new, merciless way. Her full breasts were mashed against the sheets. Every muscle in her body was tense, defined as she held herself against the force of the man taking her from behind.

Tyler was a mountain, all broad shoulders and thick, corded neck. His skin was a darker tan against Ginger’s milky white, a stark contrast that made the whole scene feel primal. His hands, huge and rough, gripped her hips, the knuckles white as he pushed and pulled her on his unyielding cock. I’d once witnessed her sucking him off and thought their playful lovemaking was simply how they did things. I was wrong. So very, very wrong. Tyler and Ginger didn’t make love. They’d most likely never made love. He fucked her. He fucked her and she loved it.

From my hiding spot, my own cock was a rigid, painful bar in my pants, leaking shame and excitement in equal measure.

I watched the way he jolted her body with each impact, the flesh of her ass rippling like a stone thrown into a pond. I saw the sheen of sweat on her lower back, glistening in the low light from the bedside lamp. I heard the wet, rhythmic slap of skin on skin and her choked cries that were a mix of pain and pleasure. His low, guttural grunts of exertion excited me as much as I knew they excited her. When he talked to her, his voice was a deep rumble that vibrated through the slats and into my bones.

“Take my cock,” he growled, his voice thick with dominance. “You missed me, didn’t you? You missed my hard fucking. Say it.”

She refused to give him the satisfaction, and I was so proud of her for that. He smacked her upturned ass and drove his cock deep.

“Say it,” he snarled.

He bore down, spreading her butt cheeks and hammering her hole. She groaned from remembered pleasure so deep, and lifted her ass higher, unspoken permission to do as he wished. At last, he realized how she played him and withdrew his cock completely, holding his hips away to deny her what she craved.

“Say it,” he calmly demanded.

“Yes!” she croaked. “God! Yes! Fuck me you jerk. Put it back in. Give it to me. I missed your hard fucking.”

I opened my fly to free my throbbing dick. I heard the words and I heard the truth in them. Ginger loved me but she loved the way he fucked her too. Of course she did. He bent his pulsating cock towards her hole and pushed it in. Her moan of utter satisfaction peeled the skin off my body and made my dick harder than ever. He filled his hands with her butt cheeks again and began to saw in and out. Her response was a strangled moan, a sound of pure surrender that sent a fresh wave of jealousy and lust crashing through me.

I know I was supposed to be enraged. I know I was supposed to burst from this closet and throw the brute out. But I couldn't. Even if I had been able to, I couldn’t. I was rooted to the spot, a salivating voyeur to my wife's infidelity. My dishonor was a potent aphrodisiac. The sight of her, my beautiful, fiery Ginger, being so completely and thoroughly used by this alpha, this ghost of her past, was the most intoxicating thing I had ever witnessed.

He shifted, pulling her up so her back was flush against his chest. One of his hands snaked around her body, his fingers finding her clit as he continued to drive into her. I had a perfect view of her face, her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth open in a silent scream as he worked her. Her breasts, full and perfect, bounced with the force of his movements, and I saw his other hand come up to roughly palm one, his thumb flicking over the hardened nipple.

That’s when I saw it. The look on her face. It wasn't mere pleasure. It was a blissful, mindless abandon I had never been able to give her. At that moment, she wasn't my wife. She was his slut. She was his girl from college, reliving a passion that was more powerful than the comfortable life we had built together. I was just a voyeur in the closet, watching it all happen. My own excitement was burning, acidic proof of my own twisted lust. I watched, mesmerized, as her body began to convulse, as she shattered and orgasmed in his arms, and I knew, with an absolute certainty, that I would not only never be able to unsee this, but that I would desperately want to see it again. Her face grimaced as waves of mind-numbing pleasure slammed her. His strong arm kept her pinned to his body and his relentless thrusting kept her cumming. His thick cock was a piston pumping inside her tight little body and she went almost limp, a ragdoll fucked almost unconscious. 

“Fuck me!” she screeched, and Tyler laughed.

This was his revenge. She’d fucked his teammates to piss him off and break up with him and she’d succeeded at both, but his retaliation was oh so sweet. He had her begging for his dick, cumming all over him. Earlier, he’d made her crawl to the bed and suck him a long, long time, using her mouth to make himself hard. She’d been his willing and eager slave, sucking and licking like she was grateful to have a big cock back in her life. That’s what I saw anyway, and I believed it.

She was still climaxing. Her abs clenched again and again in the mirror over the headboard. Her nipples were stiff nubs. She reached her arms over her head, accentuating her big firm tits, to pull his mouth down to her neck, and he strummed those upright nipples with his fingers, extending and amplifying her orgasm. My wife was a piece of meat skewered on the end of his rigid cock. He had succeeded in forcing every thought out of her head except the need for his dick. Her jaw went slack and his hips thrust faster.

“Tell me to cum inside you,” he rumbled.

Ginger did not hesitate.

“Cum inside me,” she pleaded. “Please, Tyler, Baby. Let me feel it. Let me feel you swell in there. I’ve missed your big cock exploding in me. Fuck me harder.”

I dared not touch my throbbing penis. To hear Ginger talk like that set my soul aflame. Tyler moved his knee slightly and I suddenly had a perfect view of his fat, hard cock stretching my wife’s pussy into a tight circle. He filled her completely. He more than filled her. Her opening was a tight seal around his shaft, squeezing his inches as they slid in and out. I marveled at how she was forced to expand and accept him. He was doing this to her. There was nothing mutual about this fucking. He held her tightly and impaled her deeply, over and over.

“Nnghaaaah!” she cried out, orgasming yet again on his piercing meat.

Her body shook. Her head sagged. His strong arms held her up and his hips moved faster still. He was driving himself towards orgasm and I was going to see it. Those big swinging balls would clench and he’d blast buckets of sperm far up inside her. My mind was a tornado. Way in the back a rational voice was screaming danger, but every other voice in my head was screaming too, and they all wanted to see it happen. My dick oozed precum like a leaky faucet. I was so turned on I dared not even touch myself. It seemed as long as he kept pumping his hips, my wife kept cumming. He grabbed her throat and pulled her against his chest. He shortened his strokes, barely moving in and out as he growled and twisted her head around to kiss her. He had to be up against her cervix in there, knocking on the door to her womb.

Suddenly every muscle clenched and his back hunched and he grunted loudly. His muscular ass tightened and he held his cock fully impaled. He fired the first hot spurt, launching his seed straight into her uterus. I groaned, agonized by the sight. Her cries of pleasure made me think she was cumming again, but her cries were lost on him. He held her in his arms of steel and thrust deep over and over, his ass clenching with each new ejaculation. He was flooding her, enjoying the best revenge he could. Sperm began to dribble from around his thick shaft, but he just kept pumping out more.

I could take no more. I grabbed my dick and stroked but spewed hot semen almost immediately. I watched the insemination of my hot and sexy wife, and it made me cum, cum harder than I’d ever cum before. I saw flashing lights all around me as I pumped my load out in time to him pumping his load into her. I thought I might go insane. I wondered if perhaps I already was. I watched his cock with laser-focus as he shot her full.

He staggered backwards after a few moments, dragging his thick pole out of her guts. Ginger collapsed onto the hotel bed, curling into a fetal position and hugging her knees. Her swollen pussy oozed pure white semen. He circled the bed giving her no respite, tilting her head towards his cock and brushing her lips with the tip. She opened partially but that was good enough for him. He forced his squishy cock into her hot mouth. My wife sucked weakly, nursing on his manhood, milking the last drops of salty milk. The taste of his sperm brought her back to life a little and she sucked harder. He caressed her breasts and watched her nurse.

“You love my cock,” he muttered. “From our first date until today. You married some other dude, and I’m sure you love the man, but you love my cock, not his.”

Ginger suckled a moment longer, fully aware I listened to every word spoken. She smiled, holding his cock away from her face to admire it.

“You’re right,” she said with a shrug. “If I could take your cock and attach it to him, he’d be the perfect man.”


Chapter 7

The sound of the door clicking shut was the most profound thing I’d ever heard. It wasn’t a loud sound, not really, but it cut through the thick, humming silence that had settled inside my head. Tyler was gone. The giant, the football player, the man who had just spent the last two hours turning the hotel bed into an altar of pure, primal sin, was gone.

Ginger lifted her head and stared at the closet. I stepped out. My heart still hammered against my ribs, a frantic, ecstatic drum solo that hadn’t let up since the moment she’d first looked at me, her eyes sparkling with that wicked, beautiful mix of love and mischief, and asked that damn question.

Are you sure, Jimmy?

I’d been sure then, and I was sure now.

I crossed the room and stood next to her on the bed. Her hair was a beautiful, tangled mess, and her face was still flushed, her lips swollen. She looked like a goddess who had just finished a glorious, exhausting battle. She looked radiant. She said nothing, merely looking at me with a small, questioning smile playing on her lips. She waited. I reached out and gently brushed a stray strand of hair from her cheek. I felt the heat radiating from her body.

“Ginger,” I said, my voice rougher than I intended, so thick with an emotion I couldn’t quite form her name properly.

“Jimmy?” she whispered, her hand coming up to rest on my chest, right over my frantic heart.

I took her hand in mine and brought it to my lips, kissing her knuckles.

“That was—,” I started, but words caught in my throat. “That was—”

How could I possibly describe it? How could I put into words the most incredible thing I had ever witnessed? I closed my eyes for a second, the images flashing behind my eyelids like a film I could watch on a loop for the rest of my life. The way he made her body arch. The sounds he forced from her. The way he made my wife beg for his cock. Her moans of pleasure were sounds I’d never heard before, deep and guttural and completely unhinged. The sheer, pure power of his hard dick fucking her, the sheer size of him, the way he handled my wife so expertly, the way she ravenously took every inch of him, again and again.

My eyes opened, and I knew she understood. The hunger, the adoration, the raw, undiluted arousal. My limp penis hung out of my zipper, drained and exhausted, a testament to the show she had just put on.

“I’ve never been so turned on in my entire life,” I said, the words finally coming, clear and strong.

Her smile widened, a genuine, brilliant thing that lit up her whole face.

“I tried so hard to be a good wife,” she said. “I tried to be less of a slut, more of a good woman. It didn’t stick. I am what I am.”

“I love what you are.”

“How can you say that? You heard the things I said. You heard Tyler. What he said is true. Why would you stay married to me knowing now who I really am?”

“I always knew who you truly are. I watched you, remember? I watched you and found myself more attracted than ever. Once we married, I got scared and turned away from those feelings, but they are back, stronger than ever.”

“This is insane.”

“You were beautiful. You were stunning.”

“I was a whore.”

“I loved it.”

Her gaze dropped to my soft, hanging penis.

“You jacked off in there?”

“I did. I came really hard. I came right as he started ejaculating inside you.”

That shocked her.

“God, Jimmy. That’s intense.”

“It was!”

My hand cupped the back of her head, my fingers tangled in her messy hair. I pulled her closer for a kiss, faintly tasting him. I must have made a face because she giggled.

“I told you sperm isn’t so bad,” she chuckled.

I wiped my lips.

“Thanks, but I think I’ll stick with eating pussy.”

I leaned in and kissed her, a soft, reverent kiss at first, but it deepened quickly, fueled by the fire burning between us. I could taste him on her tongue too, a slight masculine tang. Instead of being repulsed, it sent a fresh jolt of pure lust straight through me. It was proof. It was the evidence of her misadventure, her conquest. I pulled back, resting my forehead against hers.

“I love you so much,” I murmured. “I love that you’re mine. I love that you fucked him in front of me. I love knowing that right now, you’re full of him. You’re awash with his seeds.”

A soft gasp escaped her lips.

“You’ve changed,” she said.

“Long overdue.”

Her eyes were dark with desire. She squeezed my hand. Her gaze locked on mine. I smiled as a wave of pure happiness washed over me. This was it. This was our secret, our beautiful, filthy, perfect secret. I guided her head lower and she instantly understood. She lifted my flaccid penis and slipped it into her mouth. Pleasing men was simply her favorite thing to do. It was and it always has been. I understood that now and would take steps to ensure she did it often, and not just with me.

She sucked hard and my knees almost buckled.


Chapter 8

Byron dribbled warm suds down the hood of his Mustang. Ginger pretended to prune her roses, but I knew that it was merely cover. She ogled the man, hungry now that she knows what he possesses. I stepped outside with my cup of coffee.

“You plan on sneaking over there after dark tonight?” I asked.

She shook her head and pushed a lock of red hair off her forehead with the back of her wrist.

“I don’t think so,” she said. “I’ve been thinking a lot about this. I am a happily married woman, believe it or not. I may also love a big fat cock, but one has nothing to do with the other. Byron is right across the street. There’s no hunt. There is no thrill of the chase or the joy of discovery. He’s simply there for the taking whenever I want, and that drains a lot of the excitement away for me. I want something farther away from home. Something spontaneous. Tyler will visit town a couple times a year and you can bet I’ll see him when he does, but Byron is too easy. We need to find something more unfamiliar. Does that make sense?”

“Sure it does. Although a desire for the hunt is typically a male trait, but then again, you do have several strong male traits.”

“Like my sex drive?”

“For one. Your ability to use a person and discard them for another.”

“That sounds horrible.”

I kissed the top of her head.

“Have you looked in a mirror, Babe? Every man is thrilled to be used by you. Good thing you aren’t pursuing women. Feelings would get hurt. You want big, new cock. Trust me, us men are totally fine with that.”

She lifted her gaze to Byron across the street. His yellow nylon shorts had gotten wet and now clung to him like a second skin. My wife stared and stared.

“Maybe I was hasty,” she joked.

I laughed.

“Keep him as emergency backup,” I said. “In case of horny, break glass.”

She laughed with me.

I left her to her fake pruning. She may have decided Byron was off-limits, but the desire was there. I went to my home office and got to work. Hours passed. I got out of my chair a few times to check on Ginger, but she continued to putter with her roses. Byron had started detailing his car, so she had something to watch.

I checked again hours later and not only was Byron gone and Ginger gone, but my best friend’s car was parked in front of our home. What the hell? Keith often comes over unannounced and walks in without knocking, but I’d heard nothing. I moved to the top of the stairs to listen.

“Ginger?” I called out.

There was no answer. Perhaps she was out back tending to the rose bushes there. Or she may have moved on to a podcast while she did yoga. I felt the tension of the long hours writing and headed towards the kitchen for a beer. Maybe she and Keith shared a glass of tea and conversation.

As I passed the slightly ajar door to our den, I heard it. A low murmur, followed by a soft, feminine laugh. It was Ginger's laugh, but it had a different quality to it, a breathy, intimate edge I usually only heard when we were alone.

My heart gave a single, hard thump against my ribs. I froze, my hand hovering in the air. Another voice answered, a familiar baritone. Keith. Of course, it was Keith. He was my oldest friend, the guy who partied all through college with me and the best man at my wedding. He was often relegated to third wheel status when it came to me and Ginger, but he accepted his role without complaint. He was often too shy to talk to girls on his own but always relaxed around Ginger. He was probably over early for the game we planned to watch tonight. I smiled, a little relieved, and was about to push the door open and make some joke about them starting the party without me when Ginger spoke again.

"I mean, my God, Keith," she whispered, her voice a kind of hushed awe. "I had no idea."

My blood ignited. I leaned forward, finding the sliver of space between the door and the frame. There is a small bathroom off the den and Keith stood over the toilet, penis in hand, a surprised look on his face. He’d only partially closed the door and Ginger had spotted him.

His cock was as big as Tyler’s. Maybe even thicker by a little.

How had I not known all these years?

Because we were never athletes. We never showered or changed clothes or jerked off in front of each other. Keith is a shy, quiet kind of guy who always manages to say the wrong thing. I love that about him.

“No idea about what?” he mumbled.

He held the thing with one hand just behind the large head. He hurried to shake it and stuff it into his pants. I turned my attention to Ginger. She wore a short, light, silk robe, untied, which she clutched shut with both hands. Her tits spilled out in front and to the sides through the large openings for her arms. I understood how she’d accidentally walked in on him. She’d planned to shower after pruning her roses, but we needed to do laundry. The only clean towels available were those for the guests, stored in the den closets. I saw and understood all this in an instant. Their paths had collided.

“Take it out again,” my wife said. “Let me get a better look at it.”

He stared at her confused.

“Your cock,” she explained. “Show it to me.”

“Am I allowed to do that? I don’t think I’m allowed to do that.”

“I’m telling you to. Pretend that I’m your doctor. I just want to examine it.”

“Why?”

“Because I fucking said so,” she snapped, pretending to be annoyed. “Seriously, though, Keith. Let me see it.”

He still looked confused, but he reached into his pants and drew the beast out, allowing it to hang. He lifted his balls out too. The man was massive.  A thick, heavy arc of flesh that drooped from his body, making a mockery of my own. It was the kind of penis that seemed to belong to a different species, a primal, powerful thing that held my wife utterly captivated.

“You could rule the world with that thing,” Ginger said.

“How?”

She laughed.

“Can I touch it?” she asked.

“Yeah. Wait. Will Jimmy get mad?”

“Definitely not,” she chuckled.

She stepped closer, extending her arm. The release of her robe caused one half to fall open, and Keith’s eyes went wide.

“Wow, Ginger. Your tits are perfect. I forgot how perfect they are.”

My innocent-acting wife looked down, released the other half of her robe and exposed herself all the way down the front. Keith took a half-step backward.

“You really think so?’ she asked. “I always thought they were a little too big. Thank God they’re so firm. I’d hate to have tits this big that sagged a lot.”

“Jesus,” Keith mumbled. “What the hell?”

I doubt he heard a word she said. My friend gawked openly at my wife’s stunning body. Her outstretched hand found the root of his cock and her fingers circled the shaft, leaving a wide gap between her fingertips and thumb.

“Have you measured it?” she asked.

Keith blushed.

“Yeah.”

“How big around?”

“Almost eight inches.”

“Nice. How long?”

“About the same.”

“I bet the ladies love it.”

“I wouldn’t know.”

“What do you mean? Don’t you have a girlfriend?”

“No.”

“Have you ever been with a woman? Some girl in college?”

“No.”

“Are you telling me you’re still a virgin?”

“Yes.”

My jaw dropped at the same time Ginger’s did. I had no idea. I knew my friend always froze around women, but I had no idea his awkwardness was that bad. My heart ached for him. So lonely all these years.

Ginger lowered her gaze to his cock. He was rising in her hand. My wife bit her bottom lip.

“This is a quandary,” she muttered.

“Are you sure Jimmy will be okay with this?” he asked nervously.

He was about to torpedo himself again. I couldn’t stand the idea. I lowered my gaze to his cock. Her hand, which looked small and delicate by comparison, was wrapped tightly around its base. She was just staring at his dick, her expression a mixture of shock and raw, undisguised hunger.

"I had no idea," she repeated, her voice trembling slightly.

She bent at the waist, bringing her face close, and my breath hitched in my throat. Her tongue, pink and wet, darted out and traced a slow circle around the flared head. Keith let out a low groan, his hips twitching forward involuntarily. His growing erection began to wilt.

“I can’t,” he whined. “Jimmy is my best friend. My only friend. I should leave. I should go home. I want to go home.”

Ginger opened her mouth to speak but I swung the door wide, startling them both. Keith tried to snatch his cock away from her.

“Stop!” I shouted.

They froze like I’d set off a stun grenade. He looked ready to cry.

“That’s my wife,” I boomed. “But she’s only my wife because you insisted we go to that party. You insisted I chase her. You even pushed me to believe I could have a wife as hot as her and I only do because of you. Ginger, Baby, show my best friend what it means to fuck.”

This was the woman who made me coffee every morning, who knew my deepest fears and my stupidest dreams. She took the head into her mouth, her lips stretching to accommodate him. A soft, wet sound filled the room. I saw her cheeks hollow as she began to suck, her head starting to bob in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Her red hair swayed with the motion, a fiery flag of lust. Keith looked to me for guidance.

“I had no idea, my brother,” I said. “Let Ginger make things right.”

He was still unsure, but my words touched him. His hand came down to rest gently on her head, his fingers tangling in her hair, not forcing her, but guiding her, encouraging her. He looked down, his eyes slowly filling with lust. He couldn’t believe it was happening, but his cock was beginning to rise again. That pleased Ginger immensely. My wife moaned, moaned around the big new virgin cock in her mouth.

"That feels incredible," Keith whimpered.

She responded with a hum of pleasure, the vibration traveling through him and making his entire body tense. She took him deeper, her movements becoming more confident, more urgent. She popped him out long enough to tell me he was leaking precum like crazy, and it was my turn to moan. She slipped him back in and sucked extra hard, pulling the sperm out of his balls and up his fat shaft. She wasn't just tasting him anymore; she was devouring him. Her free hand came up to cup his testicles, massaging them gently as she worked her mouth up and down his shaft. The sight was obscene, pornographic, and utterly, devastatingly real. The woman I loved, the woman I married, was revealed in a brutal flash of raw desire.

Keith's breathing grew ragged, his chest heaving.

"Ginger," he gasped, his voice tight. "Watch out. I'm gonna, I'm gonna cum."

She didn't pull back. She didn't hesitate. Instead, she moaned around him, a sound of pure anticipation, and increased her pace. Her hand pumped the base of his shaft in time with the frantic movements of her mouth. With a final, guttural shout, Keith's body went rigid. I saw his muscles clench, his thighs tighten, and I knew he was emptying himself into my wife's mouth.

Ginger stayed with him, her lips sealed tight, her throat working as she swallowed. Once, twice, three times. More. Over and over, he forced out a gush of hot semen. She didn't spill a single drop. She took everything he had to give, and when he was finally spent, she slowly pulled back, letting him fall from her lips with a soft, wet pop. He staggered backward. She looked up at him, her lips swollen and glistening, and gave him a slow, satisfied smile. She licked her lips, as if savoring the last of him. He found the sink behind him and leaned heavily.

“Thank you,” a dazed Keith muttered, fishing for the right thing to say and failing. “Thank you for that.”

Ginger chuckled.

“If you think we’re finished,” she said. “Think again. That dick is mine until I send you home.”

Keith looked at me.

“The woman has spoken,” I said. “Best if you simply comply.”

Ginger got to her feet and began removing his clothing. He’s a skinny fucker which only made his big cock look bigger. Once he was nude, she shook off her robe and let him run his hungry eyes over every square inch of her. His cock began to rise again, but she’d known it would.

My Ginger, my gorgeous, impossible Ginger, was a vision. Her hair, the color of a dying ember, spilled over her shoulders as she knelt before Keith. The light from the big window caught the copperish strands, making her glow, giving her a crimson halo. My best friend since my first days at college, Keith, who I’d shared my first beers with, my first heartbreaks, rent, and now, this, gazed at my beautiful woman with an expression of pure, undiluted awe. In college, he’d lusted after her as hard as I did. Now she posed naked in front of him, and he could scarcely believe any of this was real. Ginger was going to have fun with this one.

Keith was afraid to touch her, afraid to cross a line with me. Our eyes met and he was torn.

“Take her,” I said. “My gift to you. Give her everything you have. Leave yourself drained and exhausted.”

Ginger lifted her arms over her head and turned slightly side to side, offering his eyes a full view of her gifts. His cock surged, the head flared. He swelled into a rigid, throbbing steel bar of flesh. Ginger could not take her eyes off his pulsating dick. She grabbed him with both hands and pulled him closer, standing to kiss him on the mouth.

“Fuck me with this thing,” she hissed. “Right here in front of my husband. Fuck me like every girl that got away. Fuck me with all your years of frustration. Let me make everything all right.”

She kissed him again and meant it.

My cock was erect in my jeans, a physical testament to the sheer, unsullied joy of the scene. There was no jealousy. Not a flicker. How could there be? This was mostly my idea, my fantasy, and Ginger, being the magnificent creature she was, not only agreed but embraced it with a fervor that left me breathless. She wanted this. She was claiming a piece of Keith for herself. It was the ultimate act of trust and love between us, a shared adventure that was only strengthening the foundation of our marriage.

Ginger broke the kiss, pulling back just enough to look at me.

"Are you sure?" she asked, by now a signature question she asked before we indulged. Her voice was a low, husky murmur that I felt in my bones.

“I’m sure,” I said.

She turned her attention to my friend.

“Are you sure?”

Keith just nodded, his Adam’s apple dipping as he swallowed.

"I've never been more certain of anything in my life. Are you fucking kidding me? Jesus, Ginger, just look at you. I can’t believe this is happening to me. Stuff this amazing never happens to me."

“Until now,” she teased.

She stepped back to give him another look, loving his yearning gaze. He drank her in and then looked past her, his eyes finding mine. There was a question there, a final check-in. I gave him a small smile, the same I’d used every day of our long friendship. He relaxed, a grateful look washing over his features before his attention returned to the goddess before him.

Ginger reached her small hand to wrap around his thick, heavy cock again. I watched as she guided him to the huge sofa. She made him sit and then straddled his hips, her movements sure and practiced. She positioned the large head at her entrance, and for a moment, they both just held still, the anticipation hanging in the air, thick and sweet.

“You can cum in me if you want,” she said. “Don’t worry about losing your erection. We’ll take our time. We’ll take all day. You’ll get hard again soon enough and we can fuck again.”

She sank her tight cunt onto his inches.

A collective sigh seemed to leave all three of us. Keith’s head fell back against the cushion, his eyes squeezed shut, his mouth opened in complete, overwhelming sensation. A low groan rumbled from his chest. Ginger let out a soft, shuddering gasp, her body calming as she adjusted to his girth, taking him inch by inch, easing her pussy down his length. Her back arched, pushing her perfect breasts into his face. He kissed a nipple and then attacked her gorgeous tits, sucking and nibbling.

She started to move then, a slow, deliberate rocking of her hips. It was a languid, sensual rhythm, designed to draw out every single second of his first time. I watched the muscles in her thighs flex, the way she braced her hands on his chest for leverage. Keith’s hands were on her hips, not guiding her, just holding on, as if she were the only real thing in his world.

From my chair, I had the perfect view. Watching them was like watching a masterpiece being painted in real time. Every touch was a brushstroke. Ginger’s hands, which I knew so well, traced the lines of Keith’s chest, her nails leaving faint pink trails. His hands roamed over the curve of her back, down to the swell of her ass, pulling her closer. Their kissing wasn’t frantic or clumsy; it was deep and exploratory, a conversation without words. A conversation I was more than happy to be a silent spectator to. I saw the slick shine on his shaft as she lifted up, only to swallow him whole again on the way down. I saw the expressions on their faces, the raw, vulnerable pleasure on Keith’s, the confident, dominant power on Ginger’s. She was in complete control, and she was giving him an experience that would be seared into his memory for the rest of his life.

I took a step closer to my reading chair and settled in. This was happiness. This was love in its purest, most uninhibited form. My wife was a goddess, my best friend was experiencing heaven, and I was the lucky bastard who got to watch it all unfold in the warm, safe haven of our own home.

Soon Ginger began to pick up the pace, her breaths coming in little pants that mingled with Keith’s growing groans.

“She’s squeezing my cock,” he rasped. “Every time she slides all the way down, I feel her pussy clamp around me. God! I can’t take it. You’re going to make me cum.”

“Then cum,” she purred. “I’ll suck your soft cock until you’re hard again. I’ll fuck your big cock until you can’t get hard anymore. We won’t stop until I’ve drained every drop of semen from those big virgin balls. I want you to remember your night with Ginger forever.”
















Epilogue

They fucked all around our house. Every room. Keith said our wedding photos on the walls, most of which he was in, was off-putting, so Ginger led him to our backyard and spread a blanket to fuck him on the lawn.

They came inside after that to eat and drink and catch their breath. I regaled Keith with the true story of how I caught Ginger with four football players and fucked her myself right after she finished with them. He commented on how kinky that was, but it helped him understand how I could watch him and Ginger chew each other up.

After that, he was ready. His big cock got harder than ever and he fucked my wife like he was trying to please us both. When Ginger orgasmed while riding him, he got so excited he burst out laughing, overcome with joy. My wife did more for his self-confidence in one night than he’d managed to do for himself over a lifetime.

Women judge men by the woman with them, so I let him use Ginger one night when we went out. I pretended to be the odd man, and they pretended to be the married couple. So many women hit on Keith he got flustered. He also got a lot of phone numbers, and it looks like, at the time I write this, that he may have landed himself a girlfriend. We’ll see. Ginger is coaching him on how to also say the right things.

End.
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